The mojl lamentable Tr age die 

Haft thou no Letters to me from the Friers 
Man. No my good Lord. 

No matter, get thee gone, 

And hy re thofe horfes, lie be with thee flraWit. 
Well lult(t } I will lie with thee to night: 

Lets fee for ineanes, O nufehiefe thouartfwift, 

1 o enter in the thoughts of defperate men: * 
Ido rememberan Appothecarie, 

And here abouts a dwels, which late I noted 
In tattred Weeds, with ouerwhelming browes, 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, 
Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones: 

And in hisneedielhopatortoysbung. 

An Allegater ftuft, and other skins 
Of ill fliapte fifties, and about his Ihelues, 

A beggerly account of emptic boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and muftiefeedes^ 

Remnants of packthred, and old cakes of Rofcs 
Were thinly fcattered, to make vp a (hew. 

N oting tliis penury, to my felfe 1 faid. 

An if aman did need a poyfon new, 

Whofefaleis prefent death in Mantua, 

Here liues a Caitiffe wretch woflld fell it him. 

O thisfamethoughc did butforcrunmy need. 

And this fame neediemanmull fellitnie. 

As I remember, this fhould be the houfe, 

Being holy day, the beggers (hop is fhut. 

What ho Appothecarie; 
isippo. Who calls Co lowd? 

Rom, Come hither man, I fee that thou art poorc. 
Hold, there is fortie du ckets, let me haue 
A dram of poyfon,f uch foonefpeedinggeare, 

As will difperfe it felfe throughallthe veincs, 

That the lifc-wearic-taker may fall dead, 

Aud that the T runeke may be difehargd of breath, 
As violemly,as haftie powder fierd 


of Borneo and luliet. 

Aad feareft to die,famine is in thy cheekcs. 

Need and opreftion ftarueth in thy eyes. 

Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backe: 

The world is not ihyfriend.norfhe worlds law, 

The world affbords no law to make thee rich; 

Then be not poore,but breakeit and take this, 
to. My pouerty,but not my will contents. 

Ro. 1 pray thy pouertyandnot thy will. 
to. Put this in anyliquidthing y ou will 
Anddrinke itoff.and if you hadtheftrength 
Oftwentv men, it would difparch you ftraight. 

Ro. There is thy Gold, worte poyfon to mens fouler 
Doing more murther m this loathfome world, 

ThcDthefe poore compounds thatthou maieftnot fell, 

Ifell thee poyfon,thou haft fold me none, 
farewell ,buy foode,andget thy felfe in fleth. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, go with me 
To Mots grauc,for there mu ft I Vfe thee. Exeunt* 

Enter Frier Iohn to Frier Lawrence . 

2eh, Holy Francifcan Frier ,brother,ho. 

Enter Lawrence. 

Law, This fame fhold be the voice of frier Iohn, 
Welcome from Mantua^vihit fayes Rcmesi 
Or if his mind be writ,giue me his Letter, 
lob. Going to find a barefoote brother out. 

One of our order to afTociate me. 

Here in this Citic vifiting the ficke. 

And finding him, the Searchers of the townc 
Sufpeftingthat we both were in a houfe. 

Where the infectious peflilence did raigne, 

Seald vp the doo rcs,and would not let vs forth, 

So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid. 


Law. Who 


